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THE RICH MAN AND LAZARUS.
(Luke xvi. 19—31.)

eIf in purple robes,
And liv'd in regal stafe. .
His festive table every day
I\(uqaumpmuusly was spread,
And-there his favor’d fiieids and guc=r~
Deliciously were feds,
Close to this Rich Man splendid gate,
o wretchedness a pro;
Poor, Lazarus in mean attire
And supplrnt posture lay.
There, fiint with hunger, he desird
But df the crumbs to_eat, =
That from the Rich Man's tablofell, {
At ev'ry festive trcat.
And to increase his wretchedbess,
With wounds alt co o’er,
Obtrusive dogs beset hiny round,
And lick’d each naked sore.

But sosn from pain and poverty
Death gave the sufferer rest;
And-angels-lodg'd his happy soul
Sutch in Abram’s breast,
The Rich Man also died ;—for here
15 116 Continued sta
o And; To! his pompous funeral =
“ Quite blackens all the way.’”




But his tormented spirit liveis;
In hell he lifts his eyes;

And see , far off, that Lazacus
In A A

And now Ius 160 snduaga ay
Bespeaks his pungent,avief;

& () father Abr'amy|seothe MY wOe,

“’And send e quick relief |

Let Lazarus bis fiager.dip (1
Tn yonde pooly

And the refreshing drope applys
My parched tongue to cool.

For I'm tormented in this fiame
Of burning.fize;, 8

And in my bosom l\naws«a.wplm
That never will expire.”

He ceas'd—And Abr’; anmhus x(,pllcd,
“ O son, vemrembien wellisyid Lo

"Twas thine in life ¢* enjoy-the Suml,
While evil him befel..

But now each staté’sfor ever‘(‘h'nn" d;
He shall in joy remain;

‘Whilst: thow must feel the dreadful curse
Of everlasting ‘pain,

Besides—a gulf; impassable,
Rolls in black waves below,

Forbids that any one from hence
o your reliéf should go

And bars for efer your approaeh
To this fair world of light

And round your prison strews the gloom
Of hell’s eternal pight|se—s




Hopeless himself now all his thoughts
Toward his kindred tend:;
# O Abr’amto my father’s house,
In pity Lazarus send ¢ e
And let him of eternal truths
To all my brethrentell;
# Lestliving as [ did on'earth,
They live with me in hell.
But Abr'am said, ‘ Thy brethrea now
Have Moses for theirguide,
And all the prophets préach to them -
‘What can they want ligside?”
“ Nay, father,” spake the tortur'd man, l
¢ Let Lazarus be sent;
For at his message from the dead,
My brethren will repent.”
“ 1 Moses and the prophets prcach
In vain,” the' Patfiarch said,
““Thy harden'd bretlirer will reject
A ‘message from the dead.”
REELECTIONS,
Nor love nor hatred can be known
By what our eyes behiold:
Who would have judg'd the Rich Man, dross!
The Poor Man precious gold !
While in the Rich Man’s lap.God pour'd
A mostenlarg'd supply,
Who would have thought these blessings sent
Unto his enemy !
And while to Lazaius scarce a gift g
Did heavenly bounty send; ;
Superior blessings were his lot
And God his constant frinds
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What then avails nyan's Sitward state?
*Tis an infevior pirt!

All real andretefnalisood
Must centreinihis hears. .

Zhat changd aind salictified by grace,
(From God the blessing’s given,

Both rich and ‘poor will happy make,
Afd both pre; for heaven.

O Reader, humbly Lend thy, knce,
And grace and mercy craye:

Askin the Savior’s name, and then
These blessings thou shalt haye.

THE BARREN FIG-TREEL.
(Luke —9.).,

A CERTAIN: man withaffiuénce ¢rowi’d
Planted in his well cultur'd ground
A Fig-trec; and from! year to year
He came to seek whatfruit was tliere,
But vain the visits that he' made,—
All he beheld was empty shade;
With constant. disappointments cross'd,
And vex'dtoisce hishopes were lost:

At length he fo his'dresser spoke,
* What patience must not this provoke>
I came for three successive years,

osee what fruit this Fig-tree bears,
But never more thanleaves could trace
Tear up the nuisance from jts d

To whom the dres
And let it stand a

Sord, e




Till T have dug its rots.around,
And with manure enrichid,the giound 5
Andif, when Autumn’s,sain. appears,

The tree its purple honars Wearsyrino: tuld

Thou shalt be recompenc’
Cut down atid ¢ :tll;fr

And dost thou” '?smncr see.
Thyselfin thig m.rmiém frek's”

How many years e di ‘Beed found
A worthless cuinhyrif of #Hé’ grotind >
To holy faith;” t6 holy fear,

"To truth, to piety sincere;

Fo zeal to alorify thy God,

To do hiswill; "aid bear l)h Tod,

To justice, to benevoleice,
‘Thou; pgver,onee hast.made pretence ;
But, of all virtees destituté;

Of devil part, ;and part-a brute,

“Thou hast upgmofitably spent

The time thy God o thee hattelent,
And think how rightcous it would be,
If he should burl his wrath on thee
Covsume, destroy thee from thy place;
And rid the ground of thy disgrace,
“Then to the Mediator fiy;

Whose ear'isopen'd to thy cry;
Humbly his advocicy plead,

On thy behalf'to intercede,
That beaven would grant dhee longer space,
Another year or mon(h of grace,

Fill thou hast te thy God retwrn’d;
Refore him kneel'd, before him mousn’d;
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And thro’ his Son,” 1is best-beloy'd,
Hast been accepted and approvd,—
No more of hell and black despair,
But heaven and endless bliss the heir.

Happy, supremely, happy, he,
Who, purg’d from Kis iniquity,
Is now w saint of God become,
And, like a tree enrich’d with bloons,
Stands in his nurséry here, below
In every heavenly grace to mrow,
Till he in holiuess improvd,
Is to a better clime remoy’d,
A Paradise divitiely fair,
"Midst skies serene; atjd balmy a
In perfect beauty there to shine,
The praise 'of Powet and Lofie divine.

Sommviesy,
THE
PHARISEE AND. PUBLICAN:
(Luke xifiy 91 4,)7

TWO men of different stamp and name;,
For prayer into the temple came,

The one 4 solemn Pharisee,

Esteem'd a'saint of high degrée :

The other of an odious clan,

A reprobated Publican,

The Pharisee with lifted head,
Stood, and withii himsclf thus said -
“ To thee, O-God, my praise I owe,
That I live not as others-do :

T'iii no oppresser ofthe poor,
Nor by extortion syell mystore';




I never plunder, never cheat

I hate the ‘practice of deceit ;

Never, by anilty'passions led,

Have I defil'd my nejghbor’s bed ;

In five, T thank the¢, U'm. a man

So much beyond that Publican’;

Twice in the week’s short conrse I fast,

And not one drop or morsel taste;

And the fill tithe of my estate

T to thy service consecrte.”

Not such the Pablican ; afar,

He stood a culprit at the bar ;

Nor would to the offended skies

So much as lift his weeping eyes ;

But, smiting on his'pensive breast,

‘With conscions'gtlilt and’pain opprest,

< Be gracious, Lord,” he cried,  to mé,

A sinner of the first dcuree P

« This penitent, (proceeds our Los,}

"Who mercy from his God implor'd,

Went to lits house approv’d by heaver,

All his iniquities forgiven :

‘While the self-righteous Pharisee,

Proud of his outward sanctity,

Return'd unpardon‘'d, and unbless'd,

No sin bewail'd, no sin confess'd.”

Tie, who before his Muker lics

In dust, shall into glory rise,

He who before him swells with pride,

His anger in the dust shall hide.
FINIS.
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